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         Janne had been called into the boss's office and was asked to take a seat. His manager remained standing.

         "Listen, Janne, have you got plans for Midsummer?"

         "Errmmm, no,” he tried to think.

         "Nope,” said his manager and laughed. "Thought so. Well, I'm planning a party at my holiday cottage. Come over to ours, be there about 2 pm-ish. Then there's dancing around the Maypole and an all-you-can-eat seafood buffet."

         Janne wasn't entirely sure whether this was an order or an invitation, but his manager had already sat down in his office chair and held a receiver next to his ear. Looked at Janne with raised eyebrows and a smirk, one way of wordlessly saying:

         "What are you still doing here? Why have you not left my office yet?"

         The pompous git, Janne thought to himself. How the hell had he managed to father two lovely daughters?

         Midsummer's Eve eventually arrived under a bright blue sky. The house overlooked the sea and out there on the blue waves, you could see tiny, white sails sashay across the shimmering horizon. The Maypole was lush and green like the newly cut lawn, and two long trestle tables were placed alongside one another and then one more sideways on end. They were decked out with tableware on the great lawn, just below the decking with the pool.

         Holiday cottage, my arse, Janne thought. “This is a mansion.”

         Twenty-odd guests gathered, most of them middle-aged just like he was, and then the two daughters. Only 18 and 19 years old and with youthful, bright faces that made them stand out from the rest of the crowd. The oldest girl, Annika, had long, dark hair and a delicate wreath of flowers on her head. It was Midsummer, after all. The tight dress she was wearing could hardly keep her curves in check.

         The younger daughter, Sofi, was tanned and strikingly beautiful with her newly cut bob. As far as Janne was concerned, Sofi was as just as sexy as her older sister, but the shy eyes often cast downwards, gave a stronger impression of innocence.

         On top of one of the trestle tables, plates, serving platters and bowls of food had been arranged. There were also an incredible amount of bottles of various spirits, different brands of flavoured schnapps and plain vodka, as well as lots of beer cans, stacked neatly on top of each other.

         Someone shouted that lunch was served, so the small groups of guests mingling with each other started walking towards the tables to help themselves to food and drink. Soon enough, they were all sat at the table, eating and drinking and socialising nicely. Janne got seated to the left of Annika. What a stroke of luck.

         But at that moment, the older lady opposite him started jabbing on.

         "Janne, Janne - that's what you said your name was, right?" She leaned across the table and wouldn't let him getaway. "Janne - that's an old Swedish name. My brother was called Janne too, you see. Or Jan, of course, but we never called him that. Nope, we called him Janne. Me and my other brother Arne, I mean. He's still alive, you know, and very fit and healthy. Fantastic, to be honest, the way he carries on and born back in 1934. Or was it 35?

         Janne went from responding with a polite "mmm" and "oh right" now and then, to merely looking another way. His eyes fell on Annika. My goodness, what cleavage. The nattering from the other side of the table stopped. When he looked up, he spotted the old lady hobbling off with a disposable paper plate in her hand, and he felt relieved. He turned to Annika again and smiled politely at her.

         "Having fun?" He asked.

         "So, so."

         "I'm not so keen myself. I am mostly here because I can have a free nosh-up at your dad's expense."

         She laughed out loud, and then they chitchatted for a while about the summer and how to make the most of it. When someone on the other side of the table proposed a toasted, they both lifted their schnapps glasses and clinked together, but completely forgot about the other guests sitting around them involved in the same toast. He sneaked in an innocent question about whether she had a boyfriend or not and she answered with a neutral "No, I don't,” but the atmosphere between them had already changed.

         She couldn't stop looking at him. Handsome in a rough and ready sort of way, with stubble on his chin, thin face, crow's feet around his eyes, but most of all, it was the charismatic twinkle in the eye that she fell for.

         From time to time, they locked eyes with one another. The more their bashfulness subsided, the hotter and sexier Annika felt. His eyes certainly didn't hide anything; he wanted her, alright, there was no way around it.

         Annika wanted to show him somehow her real personality, and at the same time, she wanted to allure him, which is why she logically came to talk about her favourite subject, i.e. dancing. A little tentative at first, as she was trying to find the right words, but Janne waited patiently without interrupting her, and she could see he was interested, curious even.

         Suddenly, she felt it was much easier to express what she wanted to say, and she wanted to go to the US, perhaps New York, and go to school there. She loved a good challenge, and the best thing ever was when you had to tackle a near enough impossible routine. You just stumbled and made the wrong moves, probably thousands of times, but carried on regardless, dead set on getting it right. And then one day, it just happens, you nail it just like that. That feeling is fantastic, like conquering the impossible.

         The dance had given her a stronger sense of presence, which she carried with her in whatever else she got up to. She felt comfortable in her skin, in her own body and during her workouts, she was often totally absorbed by what she was doing, and everything else just disappeared. There was nothing else in the world she would rather be doing than dancing. She moistened her lips and reached out to grab her glass.

         Janne leaned on his armrest. Annika could feel his eyes resting on her, studying her. She loved it and wanted to egg him on to do more. Oblivious to the fact that she was mirroring his body language and the way they sat face to face, they could've comfortably leaned forward into a kiss.

         "It is extremely liberating,” she said. "Very sexy."

         "What type of dancing are you into?" He asked.

         "Right now, it's Reggaeton. I like swinging my hips."

         He stretched his hand out to pick his glass up.

         "Sometimes it can be dangerous too. You can get hurt. Just look at this bruise I ended up with,” she said, lifted one of her buttocks and pulled her dress up. To be able to catch sight of it herself, she had to push a lock of hair behind her ear and then her strap slid down her shoulder and her nipple poked out over the edge of the bra.

         She blushed. This was not how she wanted things to pan out. "Whoops,” she uttered and quickly pulled the strap up and adjusted her dress. She smiled shyly at him, but that very second, she had preferred for the ground to swallow her up.

         She sensed he came closer, so much so that his soothing scent enveloped her entire being. With his lips right by her ear, he whispered: "You are stunning,” and that hit deep inside of her. Not the words as such, but the way he said them. The shame she had felt just a moment ago, quickly transformed into pure heat. She wanted to kiss him, but not in front of all the other guests at the table, so she picked up her glass and had a sip instead. Silence spread between them.

         After a while, she placed her hand high up on his thigh and told him she would retire for the night. "Need to get up early to do my workout."

         He nodded, and after exchanging a few pleasantries, she got up, and just as she was leaving the table, she gave his shoulder a gentle squeeze.

         Righty-ho, that's the end of that, he thought to himself. Might as well have a few bevvies then.

         But then he felt something, like a feather-light stroke across the back of his neck. He turned around and spotted Annika standing at the other side of the lawn. She was looking at him, and he sensed she wanted to tell him something. At that moment, she squinted and smiled at him. The smile alone said more than a thousand words. One swift move and she pirouetted around, set off towards the house.

         Janne didn't move an inch for a few seconds, stared into space. His cock was like an iron rod inside his trousers, and his heart was pounding like hell.

         It didn't take long for him to reach a decision. He downed his wine, wiped his mouth with a napkin and got up from the table.

         His boss had also got up from his chair, with his chin in the air and a wide grin across his face. He clinked his glass with a fork to get everyone's attention. The buzzing chatter around the table quietened down and faced turned towards him, but he carried on clinking for a while longer.

         "I want to thank all my guests. You belong in my closest circle of good friends, important colleagues, my nearest and dearest,” he said in a broad Stockholm accent. The rest of the speech faded away as Janne approached the cottage. He found the front door, and the last thing he heard before shutting the door behind him was peals of laughter.

         The house was silent. He scanned the room, all of it nicely designed and well-planned with expensive paintings and rustic pieces of furniture that matched the conspicuous black beams perfectly. Janne took his shoes off.

         Worried thoughts were duelling inside his head; was this sort of attention appropriate, feasible even? Another little voice told him he might have misconstrued the signals. But then he laughed at himself because he certainly hadn't got the wrong end of the stick. With her eyes, Annika had teleported herself across the lawn, sat herself down astride him, rubbed her private parts against his and longingly said: I want you inside me right now!

         When he had climbed the stairs, he found one of the doors that had been left ajar. A cold, flashing light could be seen, like from a TV screen or a computer, but no sound whatsoever. He gently pushed the door open. Annika was sitting in front of her computer; her eyes fixed on the screen. She had changed into a pair of tracksuit bottoms and a t-shirt.

         Without even realising, he licked his lips, and then he said: "Hi, Annika."

         As she was wearing headphones, she didn't hear him coming in.

         He walked over to her and then she jerked. She glanced up at him, but diverted her eyes back to the screen just as fast, clearly eager to get rid of the internet tab before she looked back at him. "You scared me."

         He gave a kind, slightly apologetic smile.

         "Have you got a bruise here too?" He asked and let his fingertips stroke her warm, soft skin while he slowly lifted the sleeve of her t-shirt.

         "What are you doing?" She asked.

         Janne quickly pulled his hand back. "Nothing."

         "But you touched me."

         "Ah, well… yes." Janne felt a need to clear his throat.

         She started giggling. "I'm just pulling your leg. Sorry. Please carry on touching me."

         He just stood there looking at her, not moving an inch.

         "Perhaps you would be kind enough to give me a little massage. Right here,” she said and bent her head forward, so that her hair flopped down across her face and exposed the back of her neck. Tiny, light downy hairs stood out against the delicate skin. Her beauty mesmerised him.

         He ran his fingers across the sensitive skin, which sent shivers through her body. She closed her eyes. Then his hands grew firmer, massaged her shoulders and worked her neck muscles with his thumbs.

         "Feels good?"

         "Oh, yes, lovely."

         The shudders spread down to her midriff, and after a few minutes, she groaned with pleasure. His hands slipped down to her breast, felt the softness, the stiff nipple and realised she wasn't wearing a bra. That made him even more eager, and she helped him pull her t-shirt off. Now using both hands, he carried on kneading and caressing her soft, firm breasts, tenderly massaging them with circular movements. She moaned again and turned to face him, reached out for him and pulled him close. Her cheek ended up against his crotch, against his hard erection. She could feel his member throbbing beneath the fabric as she traced the silhouette; as an urgent desire to get those trousers off him spread through her mind.

         When she took him in her mouth, he stretched down to her crotch.

         She willingly spread her legs and pushed her hips forward. With nimble fingers, he untied her tracksuit and pushed his hand past the top of the trousers and down into her knickers. She moaned again and sucked him even harder. While she was busy with her lips and tongue, he explored every single fold of her sex with the tips of his fingers. He gathered her juice and rubbed her clit with quick, feather-light moves and paused now and then to increase the sensation every time he returned.

         The sound of her wet sex and the sensation of the soft, supple vulva made Janne hornier than he'd ever been before and as she sucked him, it was like a circle of pleasure for them both. She let go of his cock, kissed him instead and the kiss was so good that they both lost track of time and space. He squeezed her bum hard, and it felt so good that she instinctively started wanking him, but then she remembered what she wanted, what she desired.

         "I want you to take me from behind."

         She spun her office chair round, kneeled on the seat and arched her back for him.

         "Do you have any condoms?"

         "There, top drawer."

         He pulled out the drawer and let out a laugh as the drawer were full of condoms, several strips of colourful plastic wrappers.

         When he had put one on, he went back to stroking her between the legs. She pushed backwards, rubbing against him and almost felt a need to shout: "Thrust! Push it inside of me now!"

         He stroked the lower part of her back, down across the soft, wide hips. He spanked her, and she yelped. She was sopping wet by now and turned around to look at him. She liked what she saw. He was so masculine with a moderately hairy chest. Fit, but not massive muscles and a certain charisma revealed that this was not the first time he stood behind a woman like this, cock in hand. Eventually, he penetrated her, and she pressed her bum back to grind against him.

         The tension dispersed, she relaxed, and when he started to move in and out of her, she couldn't help but moan. He spanked her buttocks again, first one and then the other. She pushed back again, and a loud squelch could be heard when their genitals met, a sound and sensation that excited them both. His hand held onto her hips with a firm grip, and it was evident he enjoyed the soft, roundedness. "Damn, you are hot,” he muttered.

         She turned out to kiss him. They kissed with greedy tongues, half inside and half outside the mouth and Annika felt gorgeously porno. Janne's moves turned harder and firmer, but he paused from time to time to squeeze her breast or fingered her clit until she climaxed in an orgasm that made her shake uncontrollably. He felt her pulsating, throbbing around his cock, and he slowed down. Let his cock come out and then pushed all the way in again. Maximum enjoyment for him, and he carried on doing that for quite some time.

         "You are just divine,” she moaned.

         "Do you like having my cock inside you?"

         "Yes!"

         "Does my cock feel good?"

         "Hell yeah!"

         "Tell me…"

         "You are so good. Your cock feels so good."

         "I have to slow down for a while; otherwise, I'll cum too."

         This set off something wild inside her. She pushed back, smacking her bum against his dick.

         "Cum just cum. Cum inside me!"

         "You are so goddamn sexy." He started pumping, faster and harder than before. This was out of his control now.

         "Cum. Yes, yes, yes. That's it. Harder!" She demanded this of him, demanded to be taken hard from behind. He did his utmost to hold on, to not come too fast — her groaning and moaning faster as well.

         Loudly, "So good, you are so good. Take me harder!"

         She gasped when he pulled her hair and once more, put his arm around her waist to be able to reach her clit. His fingertips played her like a maestro. When she came, he put his hand across her mouth, and she bit him. She stuck her teeth into the skin between his thumb and forefinger, and he reached orgasm right at the peak of that pain.

         They took a moment to catch their breath and then he started to dress, in silence. Janne glanced down at his hand, where there were clear teeth marks in blueish purple, but that didn't bother him.

         Annika studied him and liked the fact he looked contented. "You were good. Better than many other guys."

         "Is that right?"

         "Mmmm,” she bit her lip. She enjoyed standing there, naked in front of him.

         "Have you had many that are my age?" He asked while pulling his foreskin back across the tip of his penis before he pulled his boxer shorts back up.

         "No, but now I want more."

         He chuckled. What a girl. She made him smile. He cast his mind back to what it had been like when he was young. The agony of not being able to perform, the fear of what the girl might think, both of him and of what he was doing. He had been so preoccupied with himself too, so self-focused. Now things were different, and Annika was not bad, not bad at all.

         In the room, next door, Annika's younger sister Sofi was absorbed in a book. So much so, she didn't even register Janne and Annika talking, even though the walls were so thin she could've heard their every word had she wanted to. She was reading 'A confederacy of dunces' by John Kennedy Toole, which she had found in a bookshelf in her parents' bedroom the previous evening. Sometimes it made her laugh, sometimes it disgusted her, but she hadn't once regretted not going to the party at Angelica's house just because she wanted at stay home and read. Only a couple of chapters to go now.

         When she heard moaning on the other side of the wall, she first thought Annika was watching porn online and had forgotten to plug her headphones in. She sighed and put the book down, but then she realised this wasn't porn. It was Annika moaning, hushed and with a mouthful. She was giving a man a blow job.

         A man. It didn't take Sofi a minute to work it that it had to be Janne. He and Annika had been flirting during the lunch, so apparent from where she was sitting on the other side of the table. They had even looked like they were in love. Sofi was jealous, but she also looked up to her older sister. That was the strongest sensation, Sofi wanted to be like her. And now she would even like to swap places with her. When she heard the rough, male groan, she shuddered and felt a tingle deep in her tummy. She was turned on at once, and this was not a faint tingle, something vaguely pleasurable. No, this was lust, demanding, forceful, and yearning.

         She unbuttoned her jeans, kicked them off and chucked them on the floor. She pulled her knickers down, over her feet and then rubbed her clit while listening to the moaning and groaning, the smacking sounds of pelvis against buttocks and the wet squelch every time the cock thrust inside. The sounds were so close to her but inside the room and her body at the same time. Her climax came suddenly, but not very strongly, which didn't exactly make her less randy. She pushed two fingers inside.

         In the other room, Annika sounded like she was having the time of her life, which made Sofi green with envy. She wanted that too! Sofi hadn't had satisfying sex, yet. She had just tried sex with inexperienced, fumbling guys that didn't seem to care about giving her an orgasm. In her imagination, she could see Janne with his dark eyes, his beautiful teeth and laughter lines. He was suddenly naked, sweaty, and she felt his weight on top of her. Rock-solid and ready to penetrate.

         She spread her legs wide and banged her knee on the wall as there wasn't much room to spread out on her narrow bed. She did that to position herself so that the soles of her feet could meet, touched herself slowly and deliberately with her eyes closed. She lay there, listening and moaning softly. Next door, things were hotting up; a shriek, a growl and then it was all over. Through the wall, Sofi could hear them talking in hushed tones.

         It wasn't over for her yet. Nowhere near completion actually. She squirmed restlessly in her bed, didn't know what to do. She felt empty with nothing but an intense yearning reverberating inside her. Strong hands, soft lips, and most of all, a stiff cock that thrust inside her, moved back and forth and filled her up. She closed her eyes again, used her finger to circle the sensitive area. All the tough stuff and everything complicated vanished in an instant. She was no longer a tangled mess of emotions and thoughts. Right now, there was just one thing that mattered. As she got more and more turned on, and her yearning intensified, she heard Janne leave Annika's room. When he closed the door, the very thought of him being so close, just a few steps away from her, made her moan out loud.

         The noise made Janne stop with a jolt. He knew exactly what he had heard, a whimper…the high-pitched voice of a young woman, an incredible sound, so full of yearning and passion. It struck a chord with Jannes sexuality and brought from nought to a hundred in less than a second; to turn that hard that soon after orgasm was a little bit painful.

         He stood outside the door of her room, but an anxious voice inside of him screamed a firm no. The same voice that had haunted him with doubts a little while ago, but now he had sobered up, and in the harsh light of sobriety, that anxious voice was stronger than before. No. Absolutely not. Just forget about it. Wipe it from your mind and go home. Have a nice whiskey in the comfort of your own home. He didn't move away from the door, but he was about to leave. He was thinking about going now, but then he heard that high-pitched, female voice again as she called his name.

         When he opened the door, she was lying there completely still in bed. Her lower body was naked, and her hand rested on her private parts. They silently studied each other, seemed to soak up the other person's presence. Nothing else was needed. But then she started moving her hand, ever so gently and ever so slowly. The soft, plump labia slavishly followed her fingers.

         Her eyelids were heavy and her mouth slightly parted, as she mumbled in a broken voice: "I want you to take me like you took my sister."

         All right, he thought to himself. That's that then.

         He didn't have a choice, that much was clear. He undid his belt, unzipped his pants and let his trousers drop to the floor. Sofi moaned when she saw the tip of his cock poke out at the top of his boxer shorts. Then he was naked, moved slowly towards her at the same time as he deftly took care of himself with calm, experienced moves. He placed one knee on the mattress and stroked her inner thigh with one hand, while he wanked himself off with the other.

         "Goddammit, you are beautiful,” he said.

         "So fuck me then."

         He bent down, and she lifted her head so that their lips could meet in a kiss. It was as though everything started right here and that history vanished in the distance as if every obstacle was unfounded and thereby erased, much like how darkness erases all shapes. He penetrated her, and she moaned into his mouth. He started to grind against her, tenderly and gently at first. He teased off her blouse and bra so that he could admire her naked body. They caressed and stroked each other's bodies in a right frenzy. This was no virgin, he could see that, but she was still so innocent. Nowhere near as experienced as her older sister.

         Sofi moaned. Janne whispered in her ear, asked her to be quiet, but that didn't help. He realised, a little bit too late, that the more he nagged her and scolded her, the hornier she became. When she screamed out her orgasm, his reflexes made him cover her mouth with his hand, and he nervously hoped she wouldn't bite him. Thankfully she did not, but Annika, all of a sudden, entered the room.

         "What the fuck are you doing?!"

         Janne lost it in a fit of giggles and buried his face between Sofi's boobs, but he carried on gyrating his hips. Couldn't leave her hanging like that. Annika was stunned. How could he be so brazen? She battled with the mixed emotions of anger, surprise, bafflement and the alluringly sexy hips working their magic. The sight made her giddy with horniness.

         "My little sister,” she said. "You can't take my little sister to bed, for Christ's sake!"

         "I can, and I am."

         "You randy, old bugger!

         "Come over here and get your kit off instead."

         "What the fuck?"

         "Stop bickering. Come here. The three of us can all enjoy this together."

         Annika took a couple of tentative steps towards the bed.

         "That's my sister."

         "Yes… and? Doesn't matter right now, does it?"

         Sofi just moaned, she didn't say a word. Annika absentmindedly slipped closer and closer. It was seeing Jannes muscular arse that did it for her. His steady, rhythmical movements. She stretched out to touch his buttocks and all of a sudden. She was sitting there on the bed right next to them. Janne kissed her, while he carried on thrusting into Sofi and it turned into a bit of a shaky kiss. Annika placed one hand on his chest and one on his bum and realised that this turned her on so much she needed to touch herself.

         Never before had she been in the same room as other people having it off and she had never entertained the thought that this sort of experience could be so beautiful. She spanked Janne and took great pleasure in hearing him groan. Now it was her turn. She dug her nails into his buttocks and at the same time worked her clit with her fingers. Faster, faster. Her fingers were playing inside her knickers, but they were just in the way now, so she pushed them down and kicked them off in a rush. She yearned to touch his bum again. How could he keep it up, driving his cock in and out of Sofi, over and over again? She was amazed and rubbed herself harder, craned her neck and closed her eyes. An electric charge rushed through her body and then her legs turned to jelly. Her entire body was buzzing with pleasure, from the top of her head and right down to the soles of her feet.

         After she'd had time to catch her breath, she grabbed hold of Janne's buttocks and pulled them apart. His arse was neat and almost entirely hairless. She caressed the inside of his buttocks; no rash moves to start with. Janne shot her a glance over his shoulder but didn't say anything. Annika let her sticky, juicy fingers run up and down the sensitive area behind his balls. That gave her an idea, so she dipped her fingers in her moist vagina and thrust her middle finger into his rectum, as far in as the middle knuckle. This made him jerk as if he had been stabbed in the lower back, which resulted in him shoving his pelvis forward, muscles taut and then letting out a groan from the pit of his stomach.

         Annika leaned forward close to his ear and teased him with a "Does it feel good?" Even though she knew the answer.

         He lay still inside Sofi, and she was wriggling, and writhing beneath him, begging him to carry on pushing. But he couldn't. One more hard push and he would empty the contents of his balls inside her, which obviously mustn't happen. Not right now when he was in heaven. If he remained still, he might be able to pull this off. But, he mustn't think about the situation he was in.

         Annika enjoyed looking at him with his eyes closed and his mouth half-opened, totally at the mercy of Sofi and her. She pushed her finger in, searching with probing movements for his prostate. Slowly, slowly, Janne got going again with drawn-out, languid moves. His brain had been disconnected, and his mind was brimming with euphoria. The muscles inside his body contained mini-organisms as if they had started the fireworks before the stroke of midnight and his cock was an iron rod full of bubbling, red-hot magma.

         To last longer, he had to thrust slowly. About as slowly as runny honey trickles off a spoon, he mustn't look at Sofi's wobbly boobs and soft, squeezable hips. Nor must he look at her incredibly beautiful face radiating pleasure. Perhaps he could've lasted longer, even with Sofi moaning loudly in a high-pitched, sexy voice if it hadn't been for Annika and her persistent finger stimulating his prostate. He knew when he couldn't keep it together any longer and surrendered completely. He looked at Sofi, her soft, plump lips, her silky smooth cheeks and partly closed eyes. Goodness me, she was simply stunning. He fondled her breast and felt her stiff nipple against his palm. He clenched his jaw, roared, and his hips went wild, banging, banging, banging her straight through the mattress and onto the slats of the bed. Sofi wrapped her arms and legs around him, grateful to finally have him thrusting so hard she could feel it in every bone of her body. It was as though he knew precisely what she needed. She felt like giggling; she too euphoric.

         After his orgasm, he sunk slowly on top of her, puffing and panting. Like a beached whale. Annika winked at Sofi and then snuggled down next to her in bed. For them to both fit in, they had to lie shoulder to shoulder and hip to hip. Janne kissed Annika and then Sofi and then he went back to kiss Annika again.

         "Thank you, girl. This is the best experience of my life."

         "You're not leaving, are you?" Annika asked.

         It took all his will power to get up from his position. He fondled their breasts, caressed and stroked all four of them. He was tired, absolutely exhausted. But then he thought about how lucky he was right now. No sane man would walk away from all this loveliness, just because you felt a little bit tired. He inhaled energy into his lungs and let his hand travel down to nestle between Annika's thighs. She had to put her leg up onto her sister's hip, who then rested her hand on the inside of Annika's thigh. Sofi caressed Annika ever so lightly, while she was being licked. Not for her sexual pleasure, but to show the intense feeling of bonding and companionship she experienced. The sensation of sharing Annika's warmth and feel her body tremble with pleasure was genuinely extraordinary. She saw Annika in an entirely new light. Everything was new.

         Janne licked and sucked with great ease. Annika's clitoris resembled an oiled-up, polished diamond, so all he had to do was to tease and play with it. And if he took his time doing it, he should have enough time to build up his stamina for another round. Sofi grew tired of lying passively next to them, so she wriggled down and positioned her head beneath Janne's crotch. She took his semi-flaccid dick in her mouth and enveloped his balls too. This felt both cosy and incredibly sexy at the same time. Her tongue worked its way around, and she licked off her juices from his shaft, moaned lightly as the flavour of him is nice enough, but the feeling of having his entire cock in her mouth is even better. It didn't take long for him to stand to attention and wake up properly. His cock grew to its full potential, and she could no longer fit it inside his mouth. In fact, nowhere near all of it.

         To her surprise, she suddenly felt his rapid tongue movements against her most delicate parts, and she whimpered helplessly. Carried on zealously sucking his cock and he licked her with the same frenzy. Then he disappeared, and she could hear Annika moan again.

         Oh, that's how he wanted to play it, was it? She continued to suck him anyway, and after a while, she could feel his tongue against her clit again, and she moaned with a mouthful of cock. He carried on like this for quite some time, alternating between the two girls, until he with hips burning with desire wrenched himself away from her and mounted Annika. Sofi enjoyed watching them, but she wanted a bit of the action too, so she kneeled on all four and arched her back, wiggled her bum in his face and asked him with a "pretty please". That worked. Janne got up from Annika's embrace and took Sofi from behind, but he wasn't biased. He continued to alternate between the two of them.

         When Janne had emptied himself for the fourth time, he knew that was it. No more. Annika got out of bed as he zipped his trousers up. Something special had happened in this room; they all knew it, but each of them had their way of looking at it. Janne gave them each a hug and sneaked into the hallway. He stepped out through the front door with a sensation of leaving one world and entering another. He discreetly rejoined the Midsummer party in the garden, where the guests were noticeably intoxicated, not least his boss, whom all of a sudden stood there waving his arm and beckoning Janne to come over.

         "Janne, for fuck sake! Listen! Where have you been hiding?"

         "Well, I've been busy."

         "Busy with what?"

         "Your daughters."

         His manager stared at him and then he fell about laughing. He patted Janne on the back with a friendly touch. "You're a sick bastard. Goddammit. That's why I like you."
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         “So, you want me to fuck another man?!” yells Knut. “Jesus, you’re crazy! Do I look like a goddamn fag?”

         Knut grabs his backpack and slams the car door. He trudges up the sanded pathway to his childhood home, the snow crunching beneath his heavy hiking boots. Lene leans her head against the steering wheel and wonders whether Knut might be right. Is she crazy for wanting to try sex with two men at the same time?

         “Keep an eye on your Honda,” advises Varingen, Nittedal’s local newspaper, a week later.

         The article reports that five snow blowers have been stolen on the outskirts of Oslo in the past week. The thief appears to specialize in Honda machines. The police are working flat out to find clues in and around garages.

         “At least there’s something going on,” mumbles Lene’s mother.

         She is sitting at the kitchen table leafing through the newspaper when Lene gets home.

         “How was work today? You look pale,” she tells her daughter.

         “I’m beat. The only people in the bar tonight were a bunch of bubble-headed girls who had just turned eighteen, hell-bent on getting drunk out of their minds. They totally ignored me. Not a penny in tips. Even though I told every one of the bitches she was my best customer. They were all over the good-looking waiters. Like any of them would want to fuck one of those idiots.”

         Lene goes up to her room and crashes on the bed. She calls Knut for the eighth time today.

         “Hi, it’s me again.”

         “What do you want now?” asks Knut.

         “You haven’t changed your mind?”

         “No, I’ve told you a thousand times. Have you?”

         “I mean, you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to,” continues Lene.

         “Stop nagging me, Lene. I don’t intend to salve your conscience by saying that I want to do this. I’m only doing it for your sake. You know that.”

         Then Knut falls silent. As if waiting for Lene to go on. What does he expect to hear this time? That she has changed her mind? That she really doesn’t want to do it either? That she was just testing him? That he is enough for her? That she loves him? Him only? He waits, but Lene says no more. He hangs up.

         “Do you really have to go out if you’re not feeling well?” asks Lene’s mother as Lene is putting on her coat in the hallway an hour later.

         “For God’s sake! There’s nothing wrong with me. Stop nagging. I’m just a bit tired. I want to see Knut before he goes back to the oil rig on Sunday.”

         “Is he going to stop working there soon? I get so worried about him.”

         “Mom, he won’t stop working there until they send him home in a box, like a World War II hero. He thinks all that crap is masculine.”

         “Lene! Don’t talk like that!”

         “What’s more, he’s making big bucks. Last spring, he took his mom to Uganda to go birdwatching! Can you believe it? Can I borrow the car?”

         “Of course. If you promise not to drink.”

         “I’ll probably sleep over anyway.”

         “Say hello to Knut. Be good to him. Men like that don’t grow on trees.”

         Knut is a mother-in-law’s dream. A lumberjack son-in-law. Big and strong.

         They have arranged to meet at his place at seven. His mother works nights. Knut sends a text to say he’ll be ten minutes late. Lene stands at his front door stamping her feet so she doesn’t get frozen to the spot. Morten, one of Knut’s old army buddies, is coming at eight.

         “Been waiting long?” inquires Knut, opening the gate.

         “No, it’s okay,” replies Lene, attempting a smile.

         “Want a beer?” asks Knut when they get inside.

         Lene nods. Knut opens the fridge and hands her a bottle of Tuborg. They settle in on the couch with their coats on.

         “You look like you’re going to Monte Carlo,” comments Knut.

         “Am I overdressed?” Lene asks him, pulling at her short red skirt.

         “No, you look really cute, but aren’t you a bit cold?”

         “Extremely cold. You need to warm me up, you know. Or put some more wood on the fire,” Lene replies, nodding in the direction of the fireplace.

         “I’ve got it on full power, but it takes a while for this old hovel to warm up.”

         At a quarter after eight, the doorbell rings.

         “Can you get that?” asks Knut.

         Lene stands up, her legs quaking. The living room suddenly seems twice as large.

         “Hi,” says the man on the porch, extending his hand. “I’m Morten.”

         “Hi,” replies Lene, forgetting to introduce herself. “Come in.”

         Morten is tall and muscular without being bulky. He is wearing a pair of well-worn jeans and, beneath his parka, a grayish blue T-shirt that matches his eyes. It’s impossible to tell whether the shirt was originally grey or blue. Knut greets him with a slap on the shoulder as he heads to the kitchen for more beer. Morten and Lene sit down on the couch. Lene sits on her hands, trying to come up with some small talk.

         “Is it still snowing out there?” she eventually manages to ask.

         “Yes, it’s getting really heavy,” replies Morten. “As luck would have it.”

         “I’ve had enough of it now,” sighs Lene. “Can’t wait for spring.”

         “The longer the winter the better, as far as I’m concerned,” says Morten. “I sell snow blowers.”

         Knut hands them each a beer and sits down in the armchair across from them. They drink a toast and munch on some dill and chive flavored chips. The alcohol slowly permeates their veins, and Knut and Lene both start to relax. Or maybe Morten’s great smile has a calming effect. Morten looks as good in real life as in his picture. He cracks jokes, winks, and flirts a little with them both. He is self-confident in a pleasant, natural way. The kind of guy you fall in love with at first sight. Lene looks fondly at Knut. Her boyfriend has great taste, in spite of his homophobia. He truly knows her inside out.

         Morten is talking enthusiastically about the recent mysterious spate of snow blower thefts. Lene is starting to get a little impatient. Not someone else going on about that! She steals a glance at Morten’s big hands. Shuts her eyes and imagines them stroking her back. Wishes they were feeling her breasts instead of holding that goddamn beer bottle. Wonders if he’s forgotten the reason for his visit. Maybe Knut made the whole thing up? Was he kidding around? To get her extra horny? She has fantasized about a threesome so many times. Morten interrupts himself mid-sentence and takes a folded piece of paper out of his back pocket.

         “Oh yes. I meant to give you this.”

         Lene unfolds the photocopy he has just handed her. It’s a medical certificate showing that Morten has tested negative for HIV. Lene is so flabbergasted she doesn’t know what to say.

         “This is definitely something I don’t do very often,” Morten goes on. “Quality rather than quantity.”

         He’s talking like a precocious little boy. Lene is finding it hard not to laugh. She wants to rumple his thick hair even more and tell him they’re not interested in snow blowers. Instead, she nods eagerly and tries to look interested. Smiling.

         Morten is just about to embark on a new topic of conversation when Knut stands up so suddenly that the armchair nearly tips over.

         “Well, what do you say?” asks Knut, clasping his hands in front of his chest while drumming his fingers against one another.

         Lene also seizes the opportunity to get up from the couch. Knut and Lene look at each other. Morten doesn’t show the slightest inclination to move. Instead, he raises his beer bottle.

         “Darn good beer!” he says lethargically, examining the bottle.

         “Bring it with you,” says Knut, taking Morten’s beer in one hand and his arm in the other.

         Knut practically picks Morten up off the couch and steers him into the bedroom. Lene wonders where Knut’s sudden decisiveness comes from. Perhaps her boyfriend just wants to get this adventure over with? Admiring his courage, she follows them. She puts her arms around Morten’s neck from behind.

         Knut perches on the edge of the bed and watches Lene caressing Morten’s face. His shoulders. His back. His arms. His pecs. She feels the outlines of every bone. Every muscle. God, what a body! Her fingers take on a life of their own. They want to be everywhere at the same time. How can he be so passive? Is he not interested? Or is she paralyzing him with her febrile activity?

         I’m about to start hyperventilating, thinks Lene, forcing her hands to rest on Morten’s chest.

         He is breathing more heavily now. His chest is heaving. Lene and Morten breathe in sync. He takes off his shirt and she strokes his bare upper body. He gets goosebumps, sending pulses of electricity to her pussy. Lene raises her eyes and looks straight into his. Their breathing gets faster, while their movements become more controlled.

         Lene wants to prolong the ecstasy simmering beneath the surface. To enjoy the pain of desire. But she cannot contain herself any longer and tears off her top. She is wearing nothing underneath. Morten takes a firm hold of her left breast, which disappears under his powerful hand. Lene’s whole body is quivering. She twists in his grip. He squeezes harder, pulling her up by the hair with his other hand. He pulls her up on tiptoe and licks her ear. Her backbone is tingling. She throws back her head and howls, like a dog who has just realized his opponent has won. Morten licks her neck and her right collarbone. Finds her cleavage and continues on down.

         He kneels in front of her and explores her navel. Lene grabs hold of his hair with both hands and buries her face in his long, unruly locks. Sinks her nose into the scent of the pine forests. He fingers her stomach muscles. One at a time. She is like a taut spring. Ready to go off at any time. He fumbles with the buttons and zipper on her skirt. Finally, the skirt falls to the floor and Lene can wriggle out of her panties. Morten squats down. Lene hugs his cheeks with her elbows. Presses him to her chest until he gasps for breath.

         “Fuck me!” begs Lene, as he tears himself free. “Fuck me now!”

         The signal Knut has been waiting for. He takes off his pants. Morten does the same. Lene almost loses her balance when she sits on Morten’s lap and leans back. She lies down on the soft, wall-to-wall carpet and spreads her arms and legs as if making a snow angel. Morten warms her interior with his lips. His tongue. His fingers. Lene is floating far away. She starts moving her limbs, drawing in the snow. The angel gets bigger and bigger. It’s wings wider and wider. The snow melts. Morten grabs hold of her hand when it starts to tremble.

         “Come on,” he whispers, picking her up.

         Morten slides into her and leans back. Lene reclines too. She kneels. Knut is standing behind her, fondling her nipples. Lene can feel his cock pressing against her bare back. His pubic hair tickles. Morten is lying on the floor gazing at her.

         “Ride me,” he begs.

         Lene squats, allowing Morten to penetrate deeper. Knut places his hand on her back as he prepares to enter her other orifice.

         This is not real. I’m dreaming, thinks Lene, pressing tighter against Morten as she takes Knut into her.

         Sweet pain overwhelms her. Knut holds on to her shoulders. Lene’s cheek brushes against his hand, caressing it with warm tears of gratitude.

         “I adore you,” Knut whispers in Lene’s ear, kissing her neck.

         Morten encloses her with his body. Her nether regions are throbbing. Roaring. She grabs Morten’s hands. Weaves her fingers among his and stretches out their arms above his head as she leans forward. Morten raises his lower body. Fucks her faster. Harder. As does Knut. There’s no escaping them. No letup. Not now.

         She drops back. Morten holds on to her hips. They rock together. All three. Faster and faster. Lene opens her mouth. She hears a scream. Then another, and another. Lene’s. Morten’s. Knut’s.
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         We had just finished recording the movie. It was a wrap. Joanna approached me and invited me to a Christmas party that she hosted with Jonathan. Of course I was going. I had grown up with her movies. She was so extremely talented. And hot. Extremely hot. I didn’t really understand what she saw in her husband – Jonathan. He wasn’t even remotely as hot as she was. And he kept to himself, he was shy. He walked around like a shadow on set and acted strange. As far as I knew, he didn’t really have a clear role in the production. Mostly he just walked around set, looking out of place. But everyone could see how her eyes sparkled every time she saw him. How she bit her lip and got a dreamy expression on her face. Sure, he was filthy rich, and money could get most women’s panties wet. Trust me, I’ve seen it a lot in the industry. I wasn’t really a high-profile actor myself. I did what I did and I had landed a couple of roles. In that television show Blood Shot for example, I played officer Berg. You know, that funny and semi-good looking guy that dies in the second episode?

         The movie we had just finished shooting was called Bloody Santa’s Big Gun. It was a Polish-French-Swedish low-budget production – imagine a mix of National Lampoons Christmas Vacation and Rambo. I played ‘victim in meat grinder’ or Santa-Boy, as the rest of the people on set had started to call me. Joanna played Bernice, the protagonist. She was probably a bit too old for the part, but the Polish loved Joanna. And she sure could scream. I was lucky enough to be the last victim before the plot twist. It was the only scene that was recorded in a country setting. It was filmed just a few miles away from Joanna and Jonathan’s home. Jonathan had planned a party in their big house.

         Casa Müller. A two-story house that would have cost a fortune had it been located in the capital. It wasn’t located in the capital though, but in the countryside. But if you ignored the Swedish woods surrounding the house, it might as well have been in Beverly Hills. Everyone was there. Kowalzcyck, the director. Bobby Frank, the male lead – Bloody Santa himself. Poppy Claude, the actress who looked like a young, feminine Sean Bean. And Joanna and Jonathan of course. The two producers, Mike and Johnny Castle. And then the rest of us.

         Spring is a wonderful season when it is not raining. The trees were green and the sun was warm. There was laughter in the air and the champagne was popped on the pool deck. I was wearing my most expensive jeans. The red and green Christmas shirt was a bit tighter now than it had been in December, but I had spent some hours at the gym lately and it was starting to pay off. I felt great.

         It was no huge surprise that the party had a Christmas theme. Some of the guests were still wearing their movie props, but most people had changed. There were Christmas trees, glitter and Christmas decorations all over the pool deck and the driveway. It really looked like Christmas, all that was missing was snow, darkness and the cold. It even felt like Christmas.

         The party had already started as I put my sunglasses and grabbed a glass from the closest tray. Mirela, one of the Polish extras, was sitting in the hammock next to the pool. I had checked her out earlier. She was hot. Blonde, Eastern European and eyes that sparkled and sent a jolt of excitement into your soul. Or into your crotch. I needed to get laid. I hadn’t fucked in a while and Mirela was definitely my type of girl. She was talking to Samson, Bobby Frank’s stunt double. He was probably the worst cast-stunt double ever. Samson was a great stunt double, he really was. But he was a whole head shorter than Bobby and their skin colour wasn’t even the same. But if I had learnt one thing in this industry it was that nobody questioned the Castle brothers.

         I was just about unbutton the top button of my shirt and walk up to Mirela when someone grabbed my arm. I turned around and saw Joanna standing there with a smile on her lips.

         ‘Hi,’ she said. ‘How does it feel to be all ground up in Santa’s meat grinder?’

         I had barely talked to her before, so I was slightly surprised. Her smile made me blush. It’s silly, I know, but she was the star and that tight dress fitted her perfectly.

         ‘What can I say, it makes you feel alive,’ I said awkwardly, taking a sip of my drink.

         ‘You’re good,’ Joanna said and bumped me with her hip. ‘It’s actually a shame that such a cute Santa boy is ground into mince …’ she said while she looked at me with eyes full of life.

         I didn’t know what to say so I just smiled, pushed my sunglasses further down on my nose and spotted Jonathan talking to Poppy a bit further up on the deck. Poppy had really gone all out. She was dressed as Rudolph the red-nosed reindeer, and it was the best costume I had ever seen.

         ‘You’re awesome,’ was all that I could say, and immediately I knew that I should’ve said something else. Something smarter. Joanna laughed.

         ‘What about you!’ she said, laughed and had a sip of her champagne. She kept her eyes focused on me and continued: ‘Isn’t it nice here?’

         ‘Yes, beautiful! Everywhere you look,’ I said and couldn’t stop staring at her. I sounded so cheesy, but she was nice about it. She just smiled as if my awkward comment had never happened.

         ‘Have you been here before?’ Joanna asked. I obviously hadn’t, and she probably knew that. Was she actually trying to make small talk? It almost felt like she was interested in me. But that couldn’t possibly be the case. It just couldn’t. But the idea alone gave me butterflies in my stomach. I was just about to reply when somebody pushed me to the side.

         ‘Przepraszam.’ It was Mirela who squeezed past me and Joanna. Samson was following her with a smile on his lips. They left the pool deck and left the party on a gravel path. I watched them as they walked towards the edge of the forest, hand in hand. I understood exactly what they were about to do. Shit! Then I didn’t stand a chance. If Mirela had decided to fuck Samson then it was highly unlikely that she would also want to fuck me later. Or was it? What did I know? Maybe she was a sex addict who wanted to sleep with as many people as possible tonight?

         ‘Hello? Earth to Santa-Boy!’ Joanna’s voice brought me back to reality.

         ‘Huh?’ I turned my focus back to Joanna. I hadn’t noticed that she was watching me with a amused smile on her face as I stared at Mirela and Samson.

         ‘Hehe, yes, Santa-Boy here!’ I said and smiled. Joanna laughed. Her laughter was deep and musical. It sounded different now than when she laughed on set.

         ‘I think that this particular astronaut wishes that he was walking in Samson’s shoes right now. Or maybe…’ Joanna paused for a second and lowered her voice. ‘…he wished that he was inside of Mirela’s panties?’

         I blushed. I wasn’t ready for that comment.

         ‘I mean…’ I stuttered. ‘Maybe I’ve been a bit… lonely lately? If you know what I mean?’ I said and realised that it came out sounding way more serious than I had meant it. I tried again. ‘I mean, that’s not…’

         Joanna interrupted. ‘No need to explain! We all go through dry spells! And I know it would drive me mad if I hadn’t gotten laid in a while.’

         We were silent for a moment. I didn’t really know what to say.

         ‘Do you wanna go for a little walk?’ Joanna interrupted the silence. ‘Jonathan has an old cabin a bit further into the forest. His grandmother was born there and it’s very authentic. It’s been there since the 19th century. It’s really charming! Do you want to see?’

         And original old cabin from the 19th century? Jonathan’s grandma? Could she have really just said that? I wondered how the hell she knew that I was interested in 19th century history. We barely knew each other. And if she didn’t know that, it was a very strange offer to make to someone you had just met. Especially at the beginning of what was probably going to turn into the party of the year. Do you wanna come see my little historic cabin? The more I thought about it, the more it sounded like a pick-up line from an old folks’ home.

         But the butterflies fluttered away in my stomach. Joanna was so damn hot. No, she was beautiful. And sexy. Incredibly sexy. I felt a twitch between my legs as my mind wandered.

         ‘I would love to!’ I said and forced myself to think about something else. If I allowed myself to get a full-blown boner, it would be very hard to hide it in these trousers. And even if Joanna seemed open-minded, it would be very embarrassing to walk around with an obvious erection in my jeans.

         ‘Come with me!’ Joanna said, and took my hand, pulling me with her down the stairs. Her touch didn’t make it easier for me to ignore how aroused I was, but I didn’t want her to let go.

         When she was sure I was following her, Joanna let go of my hand. She walked ahead of me towards the forest.

         ‘It not that far,’ she said and pointed. ‘The cabin is just by the little lake over there. Once upon the time there was a field here, and a pasture. But nowadays it’s all forest. Joanna stopped and looked into my eyes. ‘Are you sure you’re up for it?’

         ‘Yes, absolutely. It sounds nice.’ For some reason, everything I said came out as platitudes. Joanna turned and looked over my shoulder back at the house and then she took my hand. ‘Come on now!’

         I turned my head and looked the same way as Joanna had just done. Jonathan was standing in the stairs leading up to the pool deck – now with a Santa hat on the top of his head.

         ‘I’m getting bored of making these low-budget movies.’

         It surprised me that Joanna was so open with me. ‘Okay? Are you saying that you are thinking about quitting, or what?’

         ‘God, no!’ Joanna turned to me and smiled. ‘But shit, I’m over forty years old and I haven’t had a serious role since 1995. When I was eighteen.’

         ‘Yeah, but what would you do?’ I watched Joanna as she walked along the path in front of me. She was wearing a thin, white cotton dress with little red Christmas presents on it and it highlighted her curves perfectly. I followed her – mesmerised by her hips as they swayed from side to side. She had a trim waist and her round ass bounced with every step. The fabric of her dress hugged her body tightly. Wasn’t she wearing underwear? I couldn’t see any contours. What did that mean? I knew that some people enjoyed the feeling of not having any underwear on, but surely you would wear panties if you hosted a party for your colleagues? Right? I mean, I definitely wasn’t complaining! I was just amazed by how the cotton fabric moved over her ass, highlighting her plump buttocks. Incredibly sexy. And the thought about her being naked underneath made it almost impossible to keep my boner under control.

         Joanna opened her mouth to answer my question but before she spoke, she suddenly grabbed my arm and pulled me down towards the ground. She brought her index finger to her mouth. ‘Look,’ she whispered and pointed at a clearing in the forest.

         I followed the direction of her fingers and realised what she was pointing at. I can’t say that I was very surprised when I spotted Samson and Mirela on the forest floor. They were lying in the grass and the sun shone down on them. Mirela’s face was turned towards the sun. She had her eyes closed. Samson’s muscular, tanned back reflected the sun as he lay on top of Mirela. Samson’s smooth, hairless buttocks leisurely moved back and forth.

         ‘Oh, shit!’ I whispered. Joanna looked at me. Her eyes sparkled.

         ‘What!’ she said and nudged me with her elbow. ‘They aren’t ashamed, so why should you be?’ Then she looked at the loving couple again. My eyes lingered on Joanna. I sat by her side, slightly behind her in relation to the path and the clearing. I wasn’t completely sure, but it almost looked like she slipped her left hand in under her dress.

         What was happening in front of us in the clearing and the fact that Joanna seemed to be touching herself made resistance futile. I gave up. In less than a second, my semi-boner had turned into an erection that was hard as a rock.

         I could hear Mirela moan as Samson thrust into her. He flexed his triceps and pushed himself up while he kept fucking her from a slightly higher angle that also allowed us to see Mirela better. Her small and perky breasts bounced to Samson’s rhythm. The whole situation made me extremely horny. I had never wanted to fuck as much as I wanted to fuck in that exact moment. Typical, right? There I was, hornier than ever with the sexiest woman on earth, and she couldn’t… I mean, I guess I could have tried something. But what would that lead to? She may be horny too, but she was married and would probably be pissed if I tried something. Her body was not meant for me. That was just how it was. But I couldn’t contain my excitement.

         ‘Wow, they are really going for it,’ I said to take the edge off my own frustration.

         ‘Mmm…’ Joanna moaned with her eyes fixed on Samson, who had now turned Mirela around so that she was on all fours while he thrust into her from behind. Joanna’s silent moans confirmed my suspicions. She was definitely masturbating. I pushed my cock to the side and started rubbing it through the fabric of my jeans.

         ‘Oh, Sammy…’ Mirela moaned. ‘Sammy, you feel so good…’ Her broken English was so fucking hot.

         ‘Who’s your daddy?’ Samson moaned back and put his hands on Mirela’s breasts. He lowered his head down towards her ear. Mirela turned her head towards him and kissed him. You could tell that Samson had done this before. The complicated position they were in now didn’t break his rhythm for a second.

         ‘I want to feel you cum…’ Mirela moaned and met Samson’s thrusts as he moved faster. Even from where we were sitting, we could tell that he was getting close.

         ‘We should probably leave.’ Joanna had turned my way. ‘Before they finish and realise they have an audience.’ She looked carefully at me. She saw how I was massaging my erection. ‘Come on,’ she said, and grabbed my arm. We made our way back to the path as quietly as we could and when we were at a safe distance, we straightened our backs and stood up.

         ‘Wow!’ Joanna fanned her hand in front of her face. ‘THAT was hot!’

         ‘Fuck yeah…’ I said and saw my chance to mention the pulsating erection in my jeans. ‘Hey, Joanna. I have to admit that it is not a banana I have in my pocket right now…’

         I had hoped that Joanna would laugh and break the awkwardness, but she did something completely different. She turned around and looked down at my crotch.

         ‘No… I can see that,’ was all she said before she looked up and locked eyes with me. Her eyes were radiating. I knew that look and I knew what it could mean. But that couldn’t be the case here, could it? Joanna wouldn’t, would she? I realised that she was probably as horny as I was, but that she couldn’t act on it. All she could do was fantasise… I hoped that I was a good subject for those fantasies with my obvious erection and all. The vain thought made me smile.

         A minute later, we approached the small cabin in another clearing. Just like Joanna had said. There was a small outhouse next to the cabin and some ruins of an old stone house a bit further away. A meadow full of yellow flowers grew in front of the house. I had no idea what types of flowers they were, but I knew they weren’t dandelions. Joanna walked towards the meadow.

         ‘Wow, they are so beautiful.’ She bent over to pick some of them.

         I have no idea what came over me. I was caught up in my own thoughts – oozing sex – when Joanna bent over to pick a flower. All I could see was her amazing, pantie-less ass. The thin dress against her skin. Oh, her ass looked so perfect. I could see the insides of her thighs through the fabric and I followed their curve all the way up to where they disappeared between her legs. The round and wonderful buttocks.

         Without thinking, I reached my hand out and grabbed the right one. Joanna let out a surprised little scream. I pulled my hand back immediately. I was ashamed. That was not okay! I knew that.

         Joanna turned around. She gave me a stern look.

         ‘I’m sorry!’ I stuttered. She was probably pissed. ‘I don’t know… I mean… I shouldn’t have…’

         ‘So you like ass-grabbing?’

         ‘No! Or yes, but… I normally don’t…’

         ‘Be quiet!’ Joanna’s face was just a couple of centimetres from mine. She lowered her voice. I felt her breath against my skin. ‘I understand Santa-Boy… Did you get a bit aroused seeing how Sammy pushed his big cock into Mirela? How Mirela moaned as he thrust into her, over and over again?’ Joanna’s lips touched my ear as she breathed the last words. I couldn’t move. I was full of shame, and full of desire. The challenging tone of her voice didn’t make me any less horny. It was so confusing. Joanna kept going. ‘When we were watching them… Did you imagine how it would feel to bend me over just like Sammy did with Mirela? Grab my hips and push your hard cock into me? Pinch my erect nipples? Hear my moans as you fuck my wet pussy hard? Was that what you were thinking, Santa-Boy?’

         I took a deep breath. The answer was definitely: YES! But was it okay to say that? Was this the right time to be honest? Maybe I should lie? I sighed.

         ‘How could I think anything else?’ I said, defeated.

         ‘Oh, Santa-Boy!’ I could hear that she was smiling. But was she mocking me? ‘So, do you think my pussy is wet? Do you? Do you think that your hard package would slip in easy?’

         ‘I mean… I…’

         Joanna interrupted me and took my hand. ‘Why don’t you find out?’ She brought her hand to her dress. ‘Why don’t you find out if the movie star is wet? Or if she is dry as a bone and finds you silly? Can she desire a simple Santa boy?’

         She slowly lifted her dress up and guided my hand to the inside of her thigh. Then she spread her legs. Whatever happened next, I was about to touch Joanna Müller’s most intimate parts. This was unbelievable. In a way, this was a win-win situation. I would probably walk away from it filled with shame. But I would get to touch … My thoughts were interrupted when my hand reached its destination.

         Joanna was soaking wet. When my index finger brushed against her wet pussy, she moaned and kissed my ear.

         ‘Mmm, Santa-Boy… You better finish what you’ve started…’ she breathed into my ear and let go of my hand. She was so wet. She rolled her hips from side to side under my massaging fingers.

         She let go of my hand and her fingers wandered down to the bulge in my jeans. She moved her hand back and forth over the fabric. Her eyes were full of desire and showed me how horny she was. She smiled and kissed me. Her hungry lips on top of mine. Her tongue inside my mouth. I stroked her back with my other hand. Down over her ass, up to her neck and then down again.

         She moaned when I slowly let my pinky finger slide into her. She was so wet. So tight. So wonderful. I started moving my thumb in circles over her swollen clit.

         I unbuttoned her bra.

         ‘I love sucking cock,’ she moaned. ‘But I have to feel you inside of me, now. Penetrate me, Santa-Boy!’

         I reluctantly moved away from her warm pussy and unbuttoned my shirt. While I fumbled with the buttons Joanna managed to take off her dress and moved on to my jeans. My hard cock bounced out of my underwear when she pulled them down with my jeans. Joanna closed her fingers around it and pulled it a couple of times before she ignored what she had said seconds earlier and took it in her mouth.

         ‘I couldn’t resist,’ she laughed after sucking my cock for a second. ‘Now, lie down. I want to ride you among the flowers!’

         I got on my back.

         I couldn’t believe this was happening. I had been starstruck since I met her in real life for the first time the day before yesterday. How was this happening? I was having sex with the queen of European and independent low-budget horror films. I had followed her career since I was a teenager and this was all like a dream to me. Imagine if the thirteen-year-old me had known this would happen when he watched his first movie starring the scream queen Joanna Müller. Imagine if he had known that I would fuck her in an ocean of yellow flowers. It was insane.

         ‘What’s on your mind, Santa-Boy?’ Joanna noticed that I was daydreaming. ‘Do you not want to do this? Because your crotch tells me something else…’ she laughed.

         ‘I’m so fucking horny, Joanna!’ I couldn’t hold back anymore. She must have known from the beginning and she had played me like a master. I was vibrating. ‘Fuck, I want you so bad!’

         She let out a wonderful laugh when she realised that I finally got it.

         We were surrounded by the high flowers that danced in the breeze as we lay there in the middle of meadow. My cock was rock hard. It was pulsating. The veins on it were thick. I was literally vibrating, both mentally and physically.

         Joanna took a deep breath.

         ‘Now,’ was all she said as she guided the tip of my penis into her. She stopped for a moment. Then she lowered herself down.

         ‘Aaah,’ she moaned and her moans mirrored the way I felt. My index finger had given me an idea of what she would feel like and when she lowered herself down over my cock, she was all that I had imagined and more. She felt so good. So wet. Tight. Wonderful.

         ‘Oh yeah?’ Jonathan’s voice snapped me out of my euphoria. What? Jonathan!?

         ‘Hi, baby! Isn’t he lovely?’ Joanna said to Jonathan, cool as a cucumber.

         My heart skipped a beat. What the fuck was going on? Had he caught us in the act? I opened my eyes and saw Jonathan standing on the door outside the cabin where his grandmother was born. He didn’t look angry. He actually looked happy.

         My cock was deep inside of Joanna. Jonathan could definitely see this. Why wasn’t he angry? He should be pissed. And what the fuck had Joanna just said?

         Jonathan laughed and walked towards us. He had taken his jacket off. His white shirt was almost blinding me in the sunshine. I had always thought that he was shy. But he looked different now. And there I was, with my cock inside of his wife.

         ‘Mmm, yes…’ Jonathan said. ‘It looks like you were right!’

         The strangeness of the situation should have made me lose my erection. But for some reason, it had the opposite effect on me. I wasn’t going soft at all. My veins kept pumping inside of Joanna. Jonathan stopped just millimetres away from my arm.

         ‘You’re doing good. My wife is actually quite picky.’ Jonathan unzipped his trousers.

         I had no idea what to say. He continued:

         ‘You know, Santa-Boy, I don't even know your name,’ he said. Jonathan pulled his trousers down. ‘But Joanna and I love it when someone like you comes along.’

         I wasn’t sure if Joanna looked at Jonathan. She kept riding me as if nothing had happened, as if her husband hadn’t just caught her fucking someone else.

         ‘I… I don’t know…’ I hadn’t been able to say anything other than courteous phrases and apologies since Joanna had grabbed my hand on the pool deck.

         Jonathan laughed, but it was a friendly laugh. ‘My wife likes you. That’s great. We have been let down a lot lately. Keep making us happy.’ It almost sounded like a request. Then he showed me what he had in his trousers.

         ‘Fuck.’ Jonathan’s cock was huge! Enormous! A lot bigger than mine, and thick. A big wallet AND a big cock! Great combination His cock hypnotised me. I had never been attracted to men, but Jonathan’s huge cock made me want to touch it. Feel it. It was very strange.

         Joanna reached her hand out and grabbed Jonathan’s erection and closed her lips around it. I could see how much she loved it. We all could. In this bizarre situation, I was surprised to realise that I was still horny. It all felt so natural.

         Joanna kept riding me. I was getting closer.

         ‘I don’t want to cum yet!’ I gasped. Joanna stopped for a second.

         ‘Oh, we don’t want you to either. Not yet.’

         ‘Keep sucking.’ Jonathan was consumed by Joanna’s fellatio. ‘That is, unless you want to jump in, Santa-Boy?’

         Me? Did he want me to suck his cock? Crazy, was my first thought. Or should I try? I mean, a lot of guys have sex with each other. My cousin Claes does it all the time. And he never shuts up about it… Sure, he is gay so there is nothing strange about that. But… maybe I should try it?

         ‘Mmm, I love watching my husband making love with other men.’ Joanna got on her knees in the grass and watched as Jonathan turned towards me. Did she want me to do it?

         It felt strange taking a cock in my mouth. His cock smelled like cock. Just like mine. But it didn’t really taste like anything. It was more… a sensation. Fuck, he was huge. I didn’t have anything to compare with, but I had seen my fair share of cocks.

         I tried sucking his cock the same way I like to get my cock sucked.

         ‘Oh! Shit!’ Jonathan sounded surprised. ‘You must have done this before!’

         I hadn’t. And up until a minute ago, I had never even fantasised about it. The experience blew me away. The physical part was easy. It was my mouth and his cock. What I hadn’t expected was the sensation. Not the sensation of a cock in my mouth, but the sensation of him loving what I did to him. It was as nice as giving a woman pleasure.

         Joanna stood up and kissed Jonathan.

         ‘Now I want both of you.’ She put a hand on Jonathan’s ass.

         ‘Mais bien sur!’ He smiled and lowered his head down to her breasts. I didn’t know what Joanna’s plan was, but I saw an opportunity and decided to take it. The tip of my tongue found her clit. I buried my mouth in her warm pussy. She smelled amazing. The scent of pure horniness, pure pleasure. She moaned as I let my tongue glide up and down her wet slit. Could it be any better than this? My hands on a pair of perfect buttocks and my face buried in the most beautiful pussy on the planet?

         ‘Get on all fours…’ I heard Jonathan say and the next thing I knew, Joanna leaned away from me.

         She kissed me lightly and mumbled: ‘What a tongue you have, fantastic…’

         Jonathan positioned himself behind Joanna, grabbed her hips and pushed into her. He stroked her pale back and let his huge cock do all the work.

         At first, I just watched. Now it hit me that I didn’t understand how Jonathan could be here? I saw him watching me and Joanna as we left the house. There must be a shortcut. Or did he sneak past us while we were watching Mirela and Sammy?

         ‘Come here! I want you in my mouth.’ Joanna snapped me back to reality. ‘Fill me up from both directions, boys.’

         I crawled over to Joanna and let her take me in her mouth. I immediately felt how close I was. The short break had done nothing to make me last longer. I moaned as Joanna pressed her lips against the base of my cock. Nobody had ever taken me that deep before. I closed my eyes and saw white flashes dance across the inside of my eyelids. I heard Joanna’s moans grow louder and louder.

         ‘I’m going to cum any second now, Joanna!’ My voice almost sounded desperate. I didn’t want this to end and I also didn’t want to finish before I had given her what she wanted. What she was trying to reach. She let go of me with her mouth.

         ‘Oh, I’m close too… so close. Faster, Jonathan!’ Jonathan grunted. Sweat trickled down his forehead.

         ‘Cum for me, darling!’ Jonathan sounded out of breath. ‘Cum for me, and we will cum for you!’

         It was as if his words unlocked her orgasm. The same second as the last word left his lips, she started shaking. Her moans became more and more unarticulated. Her body twitched.

         ‘Hold me, Jonathan!’ she screamed.

         Jonathan grabbed her hips, pushed as deeply into her as he could and stayed there. It was amazing to see her cum. Her movements. Her noises. Her total and complete pleasure. I was kneeling in front of her with my cock in my hand and I had lost track of time and space.

         ‘I want you to cum inside of me, Santa-Boy.’ Joanna’s orgasm had left her eyes glistening. She was radiating pure satisfaction. ‘Lie down. Let me make you cum. And you too, Jonathan. I want you to cum all over me! But watch the hair, we have a party to get back to after all.’

         I got on my back in the yellow ocean of flowers. Joanna straddled me and started to move. Back and forth. Faster and faster. She didn’t have to work very hard. In just a couple of seconds I felt a tingling sensation in my balls. It spread quickly. My whole body tensed up. I felt like I was about to explode. I had heard that expression so many times before. To feel like you’re exploding. But I had never experienced it until this day. It was magical. I looked deep into Joanna’s eyes and couldn’t hold back any longer. Apparently, I screamed. They told me afterwards. But I couldn’t remember. All I remembered was Joanna’s eyes as I pumped my warm semen into her amazing pussy.

         When I had emptied the last drop of my seed inside of her, I became aware of Jonathan’s presence again. First a moan. Then the rest. Joanna had turned towards him with me still inside of her. She was jerking him off. And then he came too. All over Joanna’s breasts. Little streams of sperm found their way down her stomach towards me. Joanna laughed. So did Jonathan. All I could do was lie there with a smile on my face.

          
      

         That was the first time I slept with Joanna and Jonathan, but not the last. It turned out that Jonathan was a silent investor in all Joanna’s movies. And even if nobody really noticed his influence, he had a lot of it. From that day, there was always a part for Santa-Boy in Joanna’s movies. I know it wasn’t really thanks to my acting skills. They valued certain other abilities more highly.
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         With eyes like saucers, Vera stares at Erik when he held up the little parcels in front of her. In his guitar-damaged hands, they look like small meringues of paper mâché, but the content was sadly neither sweet or tasteless. Vera bites her fingers nails, picks one of the parcels up, holds it between her thumb and index finger and observes it in the bleak light from the cheap ceiling light.

         “How long before the action starts?” she asks and walks towards the cloakroom to pour herself a glass of water.

         “Wait, I have some cider here. Much nicer to swallow with than water…” Erik hollers from the sofa. Vera enters the room again and hands over her glass, then she paces the length of the room a few times while twiddling a lock of hair around her finger. There's a slight tingle in Vera's tummy, much like the initial murmur when you first start up a jacuzzi.

         It's the last day of April, celebrated as Walpurgis Night in Scandinavia, and a big bunch of friends have just returned to the student halls to carry on partying after a whole day in the park. After a party (involving hundreds of minors and sagging balconies) derailed a few years ago, no outsiders are allowed into the oval student area during the Walpurgis festivities. A fence surrounds the two buildings, and three security guards are checking the ID of anyone that wants to be admitted. Some have to leave empty-handed, so to speak and walk away dejected while shouting obscenities at the guards. But at least that means no strangers are milling around in the student halls, stealing booze from the cupboards and urinating in the showers. The party atmosphere in the air is almost palpable.

         They have the best time when they spend time together, just them and no one else, just the family. From the outside, it looks like a party with a handful of sad, drunk people who try to create a great atmosphere despite the fence. But that's definitely not the case. The guards have their hands full down by the gates and the police are patrolling the streets, but they only pass the halls intermittently and they never enter the compound. They are sure the youngsters will behave as long as the partying only involves the residents. The doors of every corridor are left wide open without strangers intruding. Vera, and the rest of the family on the same floor, carry spring within themselves like a sprouting seed. It travels around the bloodstream and blocks the otherwise pessimistic view of the future. Because surely if the sun returns at the end of the winter, everything else will be okay too, right?! Perhaps Vera will do alright in life after all. Maybe the world as we know it won't end in the next 30 years.

         Walpurgis is somehow the climax as the balmy weather returns, from here on, the temperature will carry on rising, more and more buds will come into bloom. Maybe there is also a rising climax within the people celebrating today. At midnight, a new season will officially start and the change is even noticeable like butterflies in your tummy; like a roller-coaster ride where you can't do anything but go with the flow and enjoy the rush of adrenaline. Spring has well and truly sprung and descended upon the town of Lund like a humid pollen allergy and, just like every other year, most people seem to be spending it drinking heavily. They stayed in the park all day long, longer than they had done so far this year until it eventually started to feel chilly despite the sun stubbornly clinging on to the lower part of the sky. The whole floor is synchronised and if anyone chooses not to participate in the fun and frolics, they have to endure a sleepless night surrounded by their friends' mating calls. What else could it be? Perhaps a cry for emotions, the desire to be totally engrossed in unrestrained emotions?
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